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months’ furlough from his dutiesas thought, {f 1 gave of any gift for music 1
oboe player inthe 15th Coast Artil- may have. My mother—I—my mother 1}“1
lery Band—six months in which to make & :’:’&1:‘:3:“;?3}' Ba, ¥ m ey qraus
concert tour of the country for the benefit - )
of the National Red Cross—is being heard
and seen again in New York; and his|
; many admirers are experiencing the same
warm thrill as heretofore—in gpite of the

Marshal Conrad von
Hoetzendorf

AUSTR]A has undoubtedly used up
more military reputations during
the war than any other country. Several
archdukes have tried their hand at lead-
|ing the Austrian forces to victory, but one
{after the other they were retired with a
| single exception; and a pretty long list of
other generals, conspicuous in the war
bulletins of the first two sears of the war,
|are now scarcely remembered by news-
| paper readers. Only one Austrian name
| has stood forth since the beginning of
hostilities, apparently without any loss of
prestige—that of Marsha Conrad von
Hoetzendor?, now commancer in chief on
the [talian front.

the war broke out, and even then, 1t 1=
gald, the German General §taff considered

fs fle report given of him by the well
known English war correspondent, Ash-
mead-Bartlett, in “The Strand Magazine.”

The English newspaper man writes in-
terestingly of an interview that he had
with Hoetzendorf two years before the
war began. He says:

“On May 8, 1012, | sought an Interview
with this distinguished man and found my
request granted without delay. Atiached to
the Genersl Staff wsas a Forelgn Bureau
which dealt with all such applications, under
an officer who spoke English perfectly and
whose mother was, | believe, of English na-
tionality. [ls pressed upon me the desira-
bility of rubbing into the Field Marshal the
extremely high opinion 1 had formed of the
fighting capabilities of the Serblan soldler
|and of the skill of his chiefs.

khaki and the absence of picturesque,| “Conrad von Hoeetzendorf ls s delightful,
leman to meet, and is one of

Percy Grainger

© Unterweod & Underweed

tawny locks. Which may or may not conrtly old gent

prove something s&bout clothes and the the most r1-mnrkah!e‘ men in appearance 1
ist. Lave ever seen, He {s of short stature, ex-

artis tremely thin, and his face resembles a cross

Mr. Grainger was born In Melbourne, between von Moltke’s and Henry Irving's. |
| Australia, thirty-four years ago, inherit- e has deep-set, penetrating eyes, and his|

from his mother his musical inclina- face Is furrowed with countless lines, the|
ln‘l ™ + IS e whole being surmonnted by a shock of long,

He began to play at five; studied ..o dark brown hair.
music with his mother till he was ten;

He was chief of the =
Austrian General Staff in Vienna befove!

him the foremost soldier of Europe. Such |

prised, hesitated for a moment, and then re-
plied: ‘Perhaps you are right; it does not do
to underestimate one's enemies’ Then he
rose from his chair, walked toward the bay-
window, looked out into the street for a few
seconds, and then, turning to me once again,
he said in n volee of extreme bitterness:

pared the Austrian armies for un attack on

Serbia. Twice my plang have been frus-
[trated by the politicians, but the issue is hand.”
| inevitable, mnd cannot be delnyed much |

| longer.'

“He then bade me farewell,
ho nttached to the Austrien armies In the
cvent of war. I thanked him and retired.

“Rofore very long the marshal's propheey
eame true. But not in the manner he antici-
pated. True, Austrisn armies, with German
und Bulgarian assistance, finally broke down
the heroie resistance of the Serbians, but In
what s position of misery, starvation, bank- |
ruptey and disaster does Austria find herself
to-day!"™

Outshining the Sultan

“!\‘\’ER PACHA is without doubt the

7 nly
most conspicuous and most important | (.t in the shooting match ut the
man in Turkey to-day—by far more pow-| (ffice, when he himself shot Nazim

saying 1 could | Very great man, stating:

erful than the obese and inert Sultan. "Ile[
{s the sole outstanding figure that Turkey
has produced in the war,” says another
writer in “The Strand Magazine,” Ash-
mead-Bartlett, the famous English war
correspondent, “and to-day he Is more pow-
“*Twico in the last two years I have pre-| . .ey) than ever, ruling his unhappy coun-
| try, with Prussian assistance, with an fron

in October, 1913,
governor of the town, and in fact, |
rame, commander In chief of the
armies,
| Enver Is short, well set-up, has a fine hend,
and a bristling black mustache turned up,
like the All Highest's,
square and firm, and when he talks t
expression on his faco never changes,
| treme ealmness seems to be his leading char-
No one ean doubt the dauntless | ritza, o
Time and time again | campaign to recover mor
d his life, and | tory to the west of that river,
| that he himself was in faver of a further
| advance, but the army was iil-prepared and |
He

acteristic,
courage of the man.
under the old régime he riske

Ashmend-Bartlett considers Enver a

“I spent two ways with him at Adrianople
I found Eaver installed as

He sent for me on my arrival.

His jaw is extremely |
he fixed |
Ex-

a fow weeks before he narrowly escaped
Foreign

f not in | toward his
Turkish  no helping
the Kalser
the Bulgarians out of Constantinople. ‘Eng-
lard,! he went on, ‘has ever been our friend |
in the past, but now her every action seems
but thinly to vell hestility toward us' 1
asked Enver if the Turks would be content
with their new frontier, the line of the Ma-

Pacha a ill-equipped for

and his A. D. C. dead and narrowly escaped
being shot

“On my entering his official room he at
onee told me clearly and distinetly hls views
on the position in which his country found
itself.
‘I ean hardly believe the evidence of my own
senges at finding myself back in Adrianople
| Who could ever have thought, after the
events of the autumn of 1912, that the Turk-
irh armica would recover the whole of Thrace
within a year?

“He then told ma clearly that he would
prefor weeing Turkey
rather than with Germany.
Litterly of the attitude of our Foreign Office

acrons the table himself.

I have this record of what he said:

allied with England
He complained

country, of how we had held out

had used all his influence to keep

r whether he was in favor of a fresh
@ of the loat terri-
He replied

such an enterprise,

——

—
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f'! HER HAT, AnND
S5 MAKE HERSELF LATR FOR

“He made me describe to him In great de-
was educated at Frankfort-on-the-Malin; tail the recent campalign of 1012, and asked
came to Lendon at eeventeen, and since me innumerable pointed questions of detall
has given concerts, as many 88 & hondred cn the equipment, fighting eapacity, organi-

BUSES, B8 TR B sation and habits of the Serbiam, Turkish
and fifty a year, in Great Britain, Hol- and Bulgsrian troops. He seemed greatly
land, Bcandi Russia, Austria, Ger- surprised at the high praise 1 bestowed on
many, Switzerland, South Africa, Austra- | 10e™, and made me repeat several Incidents
lia and New Zealand. He has received of the battle of Lule Burgas, so that he

3 e might cross-question me sgain. He then
severa! roya! commands, and performed tyrned to the Serbian commanders and nrked
before fourteen royvalties, He is a keen me my opinion of each. He had evidently
gtudent of Scandinavian, old Icelandie, fﬁ"f-‘“f'd ] 'fu::hkontn':m‘- of Marshal Putnik

. 4y . s then put this curious question to me:
Dutch and Polynesian languages and a0 |.y, have siways estimated that four corps
eager collector of the folksongs and sea would be sufficient to look after Serbia in
chanteys of these peoples.

the event of war, How many do you con-
Asked why he gave up the eoncerts 5"‘!_'_'!_’H“"‘"’"" o “":‘:’T“‘l'” by ki BHED
i | iis question took me by surprie, bu
that brought !n as much as $§1,200 each replied: ‘1 do not think you would have any
for the $30 a month he receives for play- chance of invading the country successfully
ing the oboe in the Fort Totten band, Mr. | without the employment of at least eight
Grainger sald last June, in reply to an | corps with strong reserves. The Serblan
interview: army, If necessary, will not hesitate to aban-
T | don Belgrade and will retire Into the interior,
“Well—! should say—because—" and he where communications are difficult for a
Bemmed & bit and then hawed s moment|modern army. At guerllla warfare and at-
mors, evidently pleking for words that would ' tacking lines of communication they are su-
not savor of the precious or the grandiose; preme, as the men can live on bread alone
simple words for the wholly aimple thought and require small transport.’
in his mind “This ecouniry has dooe mso

“The marshal looked up, somewhat sur-!
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Life’s _I_;i;tlé“Mysteries

FOR AN HOUR OR,
MORE

TAKRES IT OFF AND HOBODY
CAN SER HOW IT LOOKS 7 vy mtv?

—From Ideas, London

hand in her hour of need, whereas |

The Sort

of Literature _Iha_t War Produces

of war literature has frequently

been expressed. Many, obzerves
“Collier’s,” seem to expeet “an artistic ex-
pression in proportion to the colossal scale
of the conflict itself.” The reproach heaped
upon men of letters in this connection is
thus ecommented upon in the magazine just
quoted:

“In rebuttal it fs argued that the writers
ars otherwise engaged: they are In the
trenches, or in munition factorles, or running
publicity bureaus, Or it Is pointed out that
the result in such poetry as that of Hrooke,
of Masefield, of Seeger, is, after all, very con-
siderable; that such fiction as “Mr. Britling”

would be notable in any period.
| “1f wa wers to attempt to rank the Iiterary

DISAPPOIN‘I‘MENT over the calibre

product of the war so far, we should be in-|

elined to say that the highest point of ex-
pression has been reached, not in books, but

the Freneh in the great resistance:
pet them.' ‘They shall not pass’
mers fragments are summed up the will and
the vision of a whole people.
come & handful of verses and single linea by
the men who have given themselves and have
found a moment hetween training camp and
shell crater to utter the spirit that moved
them.
tants that express the travall of soul in the
attempt st sdjustment to awful and unpar-
ulleled
direct reporting from the battle fleld, oftan
vivid and stirring, though of necessity with-
out the perspective of great literature.

Wa'll
In such

Next would

Next, the books of the non-comba-

conditions. And last, the mnss of

“Hut it i3 s mistake to look for great liter-

five years.

|
ature In the midst of great crises. Poatry, |
rald Wordsworth, |

fs ‘emotion recollected in

in such phrases as the Eng!ish have colned | tranquillity,’ and he himself succeeded, not
during the long period of preparation: ‘Dn with ‘Verses Written on the Top of Hel-
your hit,! ‘Carry on,’ ‘See it through';, or vellyn in a Thundearstorm,' but in ‘Lines

Composed n Few Miles Above Tintern Abhey !
on Revisiting the Banka of the Wye'—after
We have the emotion now, enough |
and to spare; the great books of the war wi'l
come—if they come at all—when the world
has regained tranguilli

A number of second class compartments |
without seats are now used in Paris, ac-
cording to the 1916 report of the Metro-
politan, the Paris Underground Railway. |
These are provided for the special con-
venlence of passengers with bulky parcels, |
—The Electric Railway Journal,

truth ba known in
outrages committed
their occupation of

begged of me to lot the
Fngland of the horrible
by the Bulgarians during 1
and retreat from Thrace. 'You will seo for
yourself how the Ottoman populution has
suffored. Whola districts have been turngd
itito n wilderness and the women and chil-
dren massacred or carried awny.’

“He then summoned his A. D. C., & young
| Sudanese ealled Hassan, and ordered him to
take his car and motor ma through the ruined
districts, Hls complaints were only too true.
Everywhere one saw aigna of the barbarity
of the Bulgarians, [ visited dozens of rained
villages and spoke with the few survivors
The country was almost swept hare. This
| was in the autumn of 1813, Misfortunes
muke strange bedfellows. The Turks and
| their late oppressors are now fighting side
hv side on half a dezen stricken battlefronta,
The enmities of the past have been laid aside,
at any rate for the moment, and the man who
I 1csa than four years ago complained to me

with a sob in his veice of the horrors inflicted
| on his countrymen has been reaponsible for

the murder and rapine of nearly a million
{ Armenians, Who will ever attempt to settlo
! vear East?"

the problems of the N

The Real Kerensky

e him, like a first love,
The Russian heart will not forget.”
T}{E following sketch, written by “One
Who Knows Him,” appeared in “The
London Daily Mail”:

The scene is in Petrograd on a piercingly
eold day in a March some thres weeks after
tha revolution,

My sleigh draws up before the Ministry of
Justice, and in a minute I am passed up the
official staircase, where so short a time before
reigned all rigid ceremonial of the ancient
| régime, into an ante-chamber filled with &
crowd of moldiers, sailors, legnl functionaries,
students, schoalgirls, workmen snd peasants,
all walting patiently like one of the hread
queues in the Liteinaya or the Nevsky. [ push
my way through the throng to s tired and
much harassed secretary.

“You wish to sea M. Kerensky? Quite im-
| possible to-dny. You mus come to-morrow.”
|1 explain that I am Invited to luncheon,
“M. Kerensky has gone to the Duma to the
Workmen’s Conneil. I hava no idea when he
will be back. In thesa days, you know" ——

He shrugged his shoulders, Then almost
before I had time to allow the disappointment
to show itself on my face the crowd behind
| me suddsnly surged forward, “Stand back!"
| Two rather nervous and very young adjutants
| tn uniform. Half a dozen quick, energetic
| strides, and M. Kerensky is beside me. His
face has an almost deathly pallor, hls eyes
ara tired with an expression of infinite suf-
fering, brt tha rmouth is firm as rock, and the
halr, eropped elose and worn en brosse, gives
some nutward idea of that wonderful energy
which is the peculiar gift of the hero of the
Russian Revolution. And his energy !s indeed
| of the miraculous. I am told to wait while,
| one by one, the crowd of petitioners iz re-
esived, eounselled, refused, rewarded, and sent
on its way with a speed that comes only to
the man who hrz to see as many people in o
| day as there are minutes,

At luncheon, the most simpla of meals, be-
sides gbout thirty Russians of all sorts end
eonditions there are also present the three
French Soeialists, Monté, Lafont and Cachan,
In spite of the government prohibition there
is wine on the table, but the host nimself
i4 on stri~t diet and touches nothing stronger
than milk., His talk is of the most brilli
deseription, All the enthusissm of youth is
there. And indeed he hardly looks his thirty-
eix years. On his right hand there is a great,
| brawny-armed sailor from the Sailors’ Com-
mittes of the Baltic fleat, and every time M.
Kerensky refers to his favorite theme of “be-
lief in the common sense of the Russian
people” he points to the sailor as if to {llua-
trate his argument, He turns to me with a
smile: “How would Lloyd George like it if a
Russian were to come to him to tell him how
to manage the English people? Believe me,
| we may not know much, but we do know our

own people.”” Tis enthusiasm s infectiong,
his pride in the revolution unhounded. “We
are orly doing what you have done centories
ago, only we are trying to do it better—with.
| out the Napoleon and the Cromwell.”
| To-day the young lawyer han changed the
| warkingman's jacket he affected during these
|enrly days for the uniform. His ideas, ino,
| kave changed with the foree of circumstangey,
His faith in the eommon sense of the Rusisg
people has heen severely shaken, and the moa
who abo'ished capital punishment has hasy
fereed to restore it, But his ideals per o'y
the #ame, They hava been modified, ¢
sbandoned.

“People call m> o mad idealist, but tha. s
| God for the idealists in this world" For,
spite of all his energy, Alexander Feadore.
vitch Is sszentin an fdealist. From the day
when he left the University of Petrograd te

nter upon his legal career he has never anee
before his political
ade a large fortune
ns & lawyer. Instead, preferred to spend
kis time in defending the oppressed and une
justly ‘acsn=ed prizoners in the famous po'itfe
cal trinls which stained the records of hs
Russian tribunals under the old régime. {8
gospel ia the gospel of suffering, and in il
| hiz short and active life he has never sprred

put his materinl prospect

belinfs, He migh* have

| himself, “Nothine ia worth living for wuich
| = not worth dy for.” “Great deaths b g8
graat chi ‘Great rriv de-
mand gre -" And then the passionate
| robuke: * comrades, who huve saf-

ynee, who have  ar-
st nl y commands of the hated old
régime, who have st down vour own people
when the government demanded, now, w e
you heve won your liberty—mnow, you car ot
hold out & little longer! ls, then, the {rea
State of Russia nothing but a band of »
| volted slaves?”
These are soma of the fragments taken
random from his great specches before
| Raesian offensive. It is his own gospel, ¢ 5
| combired with his wonderful powers o
oratory, it {s the chief secret of his sucecss
I have heard practically all the great Rise
| slan orators of to-day, but not even M. Mak ae
i kof?, the great Cudet barrister, can sway his
! audience as M. Kerensky dominates his. The
| effact is rmagicel even on a forelgner, butenw
Russian in this hour of crisis it !s all-eom.
pelling. That harsh whisper, the pale white
| color of that sunken face, the long pauses to
pather frech strength for the sharp, inclslve
| phrases that rting almost like & lash, the
swaging body that twists and gnsps for
breath and finally falls limp and exhausted :
' to the ground—is it not symbolieal of that
| suprema agony th rough which Russis herself
fs passing? “I have come to make my
supremae Rppen cause | am at the end of
my strength.” | the enormous crowd in
the Opera Hous: in Moscow in June knows
that it §s true, feels that it {s Russis herse'?
who 18 talking to them. One man whispe 3
to another, “Ha has only one kidney,” and
admiration swells for this man who is faced
with the herculean task of earrying through
a revolution and s world-war st the same
time, and wwho In a cour are energy -1
conspicuously lacking can, hints
tered health, work nineteen hours in the
twanty-four.
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Not the First Grieg Bust in
America After All

COUPLE of weeks ago The Review

contained the photograph of a new
portrait bust of Grieg, recently set up in
Seattle, and published with it the infor-
mation, based upon an article in “The
Seattle Post-Intellis that this was
the first bronze portrait of Grieg to be
placed in America, A lotter from Mr.
Henry Keppel, a resident of Brookiyn, nas
just been received, which states that the
bust has predecessors. e writes:

“In the beautiful flower garden of Prospect
Park, Brooklyn, among other great composers,
you will find a bronze bust of Grieg, seems
ingly similar to the picture you present.”

neer,”
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The French In one day last week brought down five Zeppelins,
To bag a Zeppelln from an airplane, so the formula goes in
Allied air circles, one should attack from above. So, armed with
a new onec-pounder and a machine gun, two Allied alrmen, upon
receipt of news that Zeppelins are abroad, guess that Paris Is
their goal, and in the early darkness swiftly wing their way
south. What follows Is thus told by Laurence La Tourette

Driggs in “The Outlook”:
FE WERE fully aware of our posi- terfes. Suddenly a signal light burst out
W tion relative to certain signal from one of the airplanes, and the firing
lights below. An occasional flare ceased. Simultaneously, like angry wasps,
would light up the glesming Olse Aow- | the flock of buzzing 'planes darted down
ing south along our left. Frequent sparks upon their prey.
of lights sped under us. These were the The forward motion of the eirship
tiny red lights on the tips of French air- slackened. Wa could spe her in the beams
planes' wings to warn their followers of light quickly stand on end, with her
against the danger of collision. Our | nose pointing upward at a sharp angle.
searchlights about Marly were continu-| Almost at the instant our airplanes
ously searching the heavens, Not a sound | reached her she shot directly up and
from outside reached our ears through!through them, rising with Incredible
the roaring of our engine

Suddenly we noticed the white beams of
light ahead of us cease thelr wandaﬂnp!jnmp of the huge monster had obviously
#nd concentrate steadily to the westward. |dlsconcerted them. The searchlights lost
Instantly appeared cnfolding wreaths of;her, wandered again in every direction,
smoke and fog almost yellow in color “jnnd finally picked her up again a mile
the intense light penetrated and erossed | ®25h
these bursts of shrapnel, The enemy had |
been discovered! |
A score of searchlights directed thair
pointing fingers to the one common tar-| We ourselves haed been able to follow
{ get.  Twoscore airplanes gathered from | the manmuvres of the enemy craft from
the adjacent heavens around the silent the moment she shot out of the encircling
monster below us. Sweeping in wide cir- | ghafts of light. We had observed, how-
cles at eight thousand feet, we judged the aver, a significant signal which might well
Zep to be no more than three or four have escaped the attention of both the
thousand feet above the earth. Eager to | volplaning pilots and the land forces be-
take a hand in this business myself, I low. The Zeppelin had let off a rocket
pushed over my joystick a bit and nosed which lit up the heavens in our vicinity
the machine down, Philip quickly pulled with its floating blue balls of incandescent
her back again and waved his hand over light. She was undoubtedly sending up
his head for me to desist. Disappointed, a signal to her sister ship that now was
but eonfident that my captain had some the time to dive across this exposed area
better plan in his mind, I surrendered the while we were all engaged on the present
control to him and again watched the pro- {ob,
ceedinga below. But which way would the second Zep

P

he Zeppelin Discharged a
Signal Rocket

The whole menagerle was moving steer her course? Would she keep to the
steadily and swiftly southward. Zeppe-'left or would she cross the river and be
lins, searchlights, bursting shells, and slready on her way around our other end?

Obviously, she will not enter another sec-
tor where all the defences are on the
alert, but she will skirt the edge of this

darting sirplanes were keeping pace to-
gether, rod by rod. Our alrplanes were
above the enemy and circling wide to avoid

the gunfire from our anti-sircraft blt-lcontusian at the opportune moment and

The First-Hand Sto

| swiftness. Rapld flashes of fire sparkled |
from our airplanes’ guns, but the sudden |

ry of a

Spectacular ' Zeppelin Raid Over

Paris

well behind our centre. Then she will
have safe going until she reaches the
fortifications about Paris itself.

These reflections occupied me only an
instant. The self-appreciation that came
Itc me when I realized that Captain Pieron
| had arrived at the same conclusion occu-
pied me the balance of the night.

\work her way to the rear of our sector

had headed our slow-going 'bus directly | gunners standing by their pieces.
| sway from the trenches and was shooting | the backbone of the monster, amidships,

steeply down to a lower level,

B a Single Light

On, on, we flew, Several
thought the encircling searchlights below
were on the edge of Paris, but we passed
them by without hesitation. At last, when

lackness Unbroken by

we did begin a long sweep to the right, danger of the exploding shells as well as

I could not believe we were over the city.
The blackness below was not broken by &
single spark of light.

We had beaten the enemy to her ob-
jective point and must await the move-
ments of the searchlight operators to in-
dicate the exact place to strike. We had
been picked up and followed by these alert
| operators most of our way in. Our sig-
nale patisfied them as to our identity and
| we were soon cruising about the aerial
harbor of Paris, mingling our warning
| lights with those of countless other de-
| fanders—ships that pass in the night!
Truly, no equal mystery and concern at-
tach to the passing craft on the sea.
Like restless fireflies skimming, the de-
fending 'planes crossed and recrossed the
threshold to Paris at every elevation from
one thousand to fifteen thousand feet.

As it is of no use to strain one's eyes
against the blackness of the midnight sky,
the air scout plies his craft in and out
among his fellows, with one eye out for
collisions and the other eye following the
movements of the searchlights below. As
soon a8 anything hostile is discerned, the
inquiring beams of light begin to approach
it from every angle. Soon the enemy is in
a focus of light which blinds its eyes and
reveals its smallest movement to the
sweeping scouts above.

Coming steadily ng, we now beheld
the sister ship, the cynosure of every fo-
cussed light, accompanied by the usual

lour cireling battleplanes swooped down at
times 1 the Zeppelin together, pouring in volleys

batteries below. The pursuing airplunes

head.
balloon dodged and dived her way across

Our darting airplanes below were annoy-

crew had no time for selecting choice
buildirgs of Paris for their bombs. Again

her!" shouted Philip through his speaking
tube.

utmost speed, she was still baffling the
range-finders and gunners of the French

swung about her at a safe distance over-
With marvellous agility, the big

the danger zone covered by our land guns,

long epiral to the rear.
other switch, I extinguish our wing-tip
lights.
ened engine I can hear the continuous
booming of the artillery and the constant
explosion of shrapnel bursling around us. |

Cutting off an-

In the sudden silence of our dead-

| So thick is the drifting smoke that the
powerful beams of light are dissipated and
broken.
Oh, wretched luck! We have lost her!
The Zeppelin is nowhere to be seen.
Somewhere hidden in those blinding

In the gondolas, swung close below thel'

Phil | keel of the ship, we could see the German |

On |

was the upper gun platform with a rapid-
fire machine gun mounted on an anti-
afrcraft pedestal. At intervals, several of

from their small guns as they approached
As they passed under the Zeppelin, the
airplanes ceased firing and braved the

the German fire from the gondolas, while
they again climbed in spiral leaps to their
upper berth, f

Airplane rockets were fired upward by
some of our pilots, but none of them
struck their target. Bomb after bomb
was dropped from above, and they could
be discerned bursting into flame as they
struck the ground after grazing the sleek-
sided enemy. |

He Wanted Only One Good
Shot at the Enemy |

Philip had been eteadily pushing up-
ward since the appearance of the strag-
gling intruder. Our slow going machine
was no climber. One chanece at the enemy
with our heavy gun was all we could
expect. Once we had lzunched our attack
and passed under the Huns we should
never have an opportunity to climb above
them again. They were moving almost
as fast as we were, |

Again we were at eight thousand f!et.!

ing the raider so persistently that her

the Germans resorted to their ruse for
chaking off the airplanes, and we saw her
shooting up out of their midst, |
: the lights

u hefore sear lose

Banking steeply over to the right, I|

spray of bursting shells; moving at her | cut off the spark and swing back In ll

The Death of a Zeppelin

- N T . J...--..

© Paul Thompeen

clouds our prey that we have so long
been stalking is rising to meet us. But
| have we passed her? It will be pure luck
| if we ever gee her again,

| Cautiously I begin to flatten out out
| path again, when suddenly I shout aloud
|!’ur joy. Ahead of us and below there
i darts a sweet, clear light outside the pall
|of smoke, The star-shell bursts and floats
laway. Levelled out under the glare the
tZeppeliu is pursuing her solitary way.

| Captain Philip waves both arms ovet
{ his head, and I relinquish to him the cone
|trol of the machine. Ace e addle
tional speed as we elide a upon oup

target the Farman battleplane prepares
| H I

for action. I draw out my automatic from
my blouse and scize the lanyard string

rd, sighting
the black

;m'orhrmi. Philip leans f« AT
through the luminous telescope
mass ahead.

Vanishing With a Roar That Stuns
—Then a Red Glare

| Fifty vards away we both begin firlng
! The quick pom-pom of our heavy Full

startles me. The unacsustomel! recofl
| jars our machine. In the excilement of
the moment 1 forget to re ¢ my lawe
yard and my light gin con barking
until the magazine is exl

| For a wonderful thing has i:[sponﬂ"
As we brush under the st { the mode

ster craft she suddenly vanishes with 8
roar that stuns me. Our machine 8
bhurled like u feather sidewise and dows
Our terrific speed and the stanchness

our heavy planes save us from the come
mon disintegration. A ved glare lights

up the heavens and shoots thousands

feet into the stars, Aeres of burning
débris are floating and falling dowl
around us, Down through the centre of

this field of flames a glowing mass of

" | twisted metal is slipping, rotating as #

increases its wvelocity. A million cuble

| feet of gas has exploded!

L] L]

.

‘ “Lieutenant Adair”” said Colonel D=
main the next morning, eying me with
"his sternest air, “you are to report wi
Captain Pieron this afternoon to the War
Department in Pariz, The eit
Paris do not like burning embers scat
| tered over their houses at night, and §
believe they have something to say L}
you about it.”
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